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HAFEZ BEN ALL 

Part III 

IX,. 
In the torn turban Hafez hid his face, 

Weeping aloud ; then from the inner tent 
My daughter came. A cloudy veil of lace 

Half draped her rounded loveliness, and lent 
A grace that seemed immortal. Joy and grief 
Made her cheek pale as a magnolia leaf. 
Her teaTfal eyes were shrined within her hair, 

Which blacker seemed because her robe was snow : 
She held her heart — as if to stifle there 

Thoughts all too wild to have resistless flow. 
She seemed a tenant of the upper air — 

One of those pensive creatures of the skies,* 

That wander just outside of Paradise! 
So pure she seemed, so sorrowful and fair. 

Hafez Ben Ali slowly raised his eyes, 
Bat ah, what happiness, what mad surprise 
Were blent in that long, passionate, wild gaze ! 
My old heart throbbed as it throbbed other days 
To mark that glance, and I could only cry : 
" O Son of Song ! O Eose of Araby ! 
Ye both are mine !" Then Hafez in amaze, 
. Holding Ztjmela nearer to his heart, 
But half convinced that she was flesh and bone : 
"By Allah ! this surpasseth Magi's art ! 
The wondrous tales of the Arabian Nights 
The slave girl' told the Prince of Bare Delights, 
No more seem wondrous ! By the Prophet's throne ! 
I die with wonder ! say how this was done !" 

X. 

" My daughter, dear unto my heart as sun 
Is to mimosa blooms," my words were these, 
" So frail a blossom seemed, I could not think 
That she would ripen into womanhood, 

But die in all her beauty on the brink. 
Like those soft Ariels that haunt the trees 
Of changeful climes, I thought the fairy would 
Be gone with Summer. She seemed but to float 
Near earth, like birds that any time may rise ! 
And when her mother went to Paradise, 
She grew still more unearthly ; all did note 
The heaven in her gaze. Then Aboo said : 

(My Brother, may the .Hallowed give him health) 
' Thy child is frail, she should be gently bred : 
Give her to me, I have abundant wealth ; 
And thou canst go and deal in cloves and myrrh, 
As is thy wont, across the Desert sands, 
And when thou comest back from the far lands, 
Thou shalt not say thou hast seen lovelier 
Than our Ztjmela.' He was wise. I went 
And near to distant cities pitched my tent, 
Dealing in gums, and spice and rarest stone. 
And coming back, found Tulip each time grown 
More beautiful, 'till she was fairer far 
Than dancing girls of Samarcarid, who are 
Temptations to the sons of men ! And I, 
A moon since, came from sunny Araby, 
To find the roses from her soft cheeks gone, 
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And lilies paling there. From morn to morn 
She grew more pale, and that angelicness 
Of infancy was in her eyes, and less 
She seemed of earth than passing musi&does I 
Said I : O Aboo ! see how Tulip goes 
Morning and night into the garden's shade, 
And listens to the fountain 'till 't has played 
All. the sweet airs it knows. Why does she pine 
Like a mimosa touched? her bosom swell 
With the rich melodies of Palestine? 
* * * * Then Aboo told 
How in the garden when the night was old, 
Through leaves a sound of silver voices fel 1 
Upon his ear : that he a stripling found 
Standing spell-struck near the Kiosk alone, 
Watching the place where Tnlip had just gone; 
And seeing him the youth sank on the ground : 
And that he laid him by the outer gate. 
Then from, that time his niece, our delicate £ 

Sweet blossom, drooped. And I was troubled much. 
But thinking newer airs and scenes might touch 
Her spirit with a healthful, gayer mood, 
I brought her to my tent here by this wood, 
Sweet with the bursting orange blooms, where we 

Were waiting for the Caravan which moves 
To Stamboul, when you came. To Allah be 
All praise ! and in the heaven of thy loves 
Forget not Allah, for, my children, He 
Whose breath can scorch like the simoon, whose hand 
Can still the heart of Ocean, whose command 
The hills obey : He who unchains the Storms 
Upon the Desert, and makes Afrite forms 
Of yellow sand — 'tis He whose mercies give 
That Love to Life which makes it j6y to live." 
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Old -3fo».— Whither art wandering,. 

Earth child, so fair? 
Dew in the morning light 

Moistens thine hair ; 
Roses, the rising sun 

Twines round thy brow- 
Blushing anemonies 

Cluster there now. 

Child. — Seeking the Spirit of 

Beauty, which dwells 
Somewhere — not far from here — 

Down in the dells. 
Think you, I'll find it, there, 

Down by the brook ? 
Wait but one moment, while 

I go arid look. 

Old Man. —Lean o'er the fountain, fit 

Mirror for thee — 
On its bright surface, the 

Spirit'will be. - 
Down in the valley— the 

Fountaiu is there — 
Find, of the Spirits of 

Beauty — a pair. 

E. G. PEEE3N0. 



